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A rattling fire from the Anabaptist muskets behind the hedge emptied a few saddles as the Cavaliers charged past Okoy's ambush. On they came, to the foot of Mill Hill, crying their battle word, " Queen Mary/' The " forlorn hope " beheld their approach, and then turned with discretion and sought security amid the main ranks. Then came a shout from the Puritans, "God Our Strength," and the battle was on.
Rupert charged up the hill, his followers mowing a wide pathway through Ireton's squadrons. The gallant Roundhead tried to hold his men, but they wore overridden and sabred by the young Palatine, swept down as by a wave from the sea, and covered with confusion and despair. Ireton's horse was shot under him. Regaining his feet, a pike was thrust into his thigh, and a halbert wounded his face. lie was taken prisoner, but in the excitement of tin* pursuit he soon escaped and rallied some of his panic-stricken followers. And Rupert sped on over the sloping hills, his Cavaliers dealing death to a flying victim with every stroke of their flashing swords, Kxhilarated by this chase for human game, they forgot about the battle on the plain, forgot their King, and left him to his defeat, never dreaming but they had won the day. When they turned back they stopped to plunder the waggon train, whore John Rush-worth was taking notes for the. Parliament and for posterity ; but a sudden thought of the King occurred to thorn, and they spurred back to the field, paying no heed to a parting volley from the waggon train.
When the Puritan main body was struck by the 1 "avaliers under the leadership of Charles, a like disaster seemed about to ensue, With the exception of Fairfax's own regiment, which hold the Royalists in check, the front ranks broke and lied, but their enraged officers brought forward the reserves, which encouraged the others to advance again, and soon the two opposing hosts were battling at point of pike and thrust of sword, and cuib-bing their muskets, in the endeavour to win the day* Skippon was painfully shot in the sido, and Fairfax urged him to leave the field, but he answered ho would not stir so long as a man would stand. A blow from a sword beat off Fairfax's helmet, and he